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IT is Sunday morning.  In the small study of
the forest cottage, the children and I sit
waiting  for the  "important  announcement"
forecast at ten o'clock by the B.B.C.

Outside the window stretches the New Forest,
green, sunlit and still, During the tense days
before us, its lovely tranquillity will defeat the
efforts of my imagination to picture the agony
of the population in devastated Poland, the
terror of children drowned in the stricken
Athma. The quiet warmth of the gorse and
heather, the scarlet butterflies flitting above the
golden rod in the cottage garden, make the size
and significance of the coming catastrophe im-
possible to apprehend.

A half-grown forest pony, born during the
spring, scampers across the dry turf beneath
the giant beeches.

"Sweet foal!" cries my little daughter, more
interested, at nine years old, in ponies than in
political calamity. Jumping up, she leans over
the creeper-covered window-ledge to watch the
graceful red-brown creature gallop downhilj